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Besides the gowned people who occasionally gaped at
me I also noticed soldiers in Turkish uniforms. They
were laughing, good-natured Anatolians, Kurds, Druses
and other queer tribesmen. Indeed the troops needed
a bright disposition to survive what their superiors
inflicted on them. At the moment most rankers walked
loaded under packages. One- fellow carried a sack of
rice, his friend a pocket of flour, a third had a joint of
red raw meat weighing perhaps thirty or forty pounds.
Each of these articles constituted the bearer's ration for
a whole month. Of course in the Mecca climate the
meat could not last twelve hours, yet the Sublime Porte
insisted that every trooper must receive thirty days'
food in one lump. I watched the soldiers going from
booth to booth hawking their absurd food. People
seemed quite used to buying it, and I think the better-
hearted ones gave a little more than the actual value,
for the proceeds which the sellers obtain are all they
have to keep themselves from starving. Save among
the officers, military smartness was not evident in Mecca*
Every Tommy got his clothes and footwear irrespective
of measurements. Often boots had to be slit open to
let their owners put them on, while hundreds of other
pairs were packed with straw lest they should fall off.
I have seen a man wearing a greatcoat with a four or
five inch tuck across the back; in another case a brawny
Kurd made a big slit between the shoulders in an effort
to wear his cloak. Still the soldiers did not mind, and
as long as they possessed cigarettes they remained as
cheerful as anybody I ever met. The officers were very